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ſcription of 3 1 che Scenes, fackints; 
Movements, with the whole Deco - 
kation of the PLAY, and Particulars 2 
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| Printed Publication of an Entertainment per- 
formed in a publick Fair, which, how gay or 
richly ſocver ſet f, will hardly reach to 4 


OLL, may ſeem ſomewhat new. But 
as the preſent Undertaking, the Work of near 


ten Months preparation, 1 ſo extraordinary 4 


higher Title than the cuſtomary Name of 6 | 


Performance, that wit haut Boaſt or Vanity we may modeſtly ſay, 1 


In the whole ſeveral Seencs, Movements and Machines, it i 


no ways Inferior even to any Opera yer ſcen in any of the ROY» © 
al Theatres; 4 Thouſands of Living Witneſſes, that ſaw it at 
its firſt performance, Eight Tears ſince in Bartholomew Fair, 
will acknowledge, nor is the leaſt part of its Original Grandeur 
now diminiſht in the preſent Fair; we are therefore under ſome 
fort of Neceſſity to make this Publication, thereby to give even 
the meaneſt of our Audience a full Light into alt the Object they 
will there meet in this Expenſive Entertainment; the Froprie- 
tors of which have adventur'd to make, under ſome ſmall Hopes, 
That as they yearly ſee ſome of their happier Brethren Under- 
valers in the FAIR, e ens obtain even the Engroſt Smiles 
ef the Gentry and Quality ar Jo much an eaſier Price, ſo on 
the other ſide their own more coſtly Projection (though leſs Fa: 

vourites) might poſſi attain to that good Fortune, at leaſt te 
attract a little ſhar of the good Graces of the more Honourabl 
part of the Audience; and perhaps be able to purchaſe ſome oj 
thoſe Smiles, which elſewhere have been thus long the profuſer Do 
nation of particular Afeftion and Favour. = | 

| | Menclau 
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ACTORS NAM ES. 


Menclaws. Ing of Greece. and Husbmd to Queen Helen, engaged in a 
7 . Ten Years War in the Siege of Trey, in Revenge for the 
Lofs of his Queen; ſtoln from him by Pars, Son of King Priam, 
and living within the Walls of Troy in publick Adultery with him. 
de.. King of Thrace, one of the Grecian Princes, Engaged in the 
Quarrel of King M nelaus, the Politick Manager of the Wooden 
Horſe; built by the C Et. and left behind them in their feign'd Re- 
treat from he fore the W. Ils of Troy. | 
2 7 A Trej as Prince, living in the Adulterous Embrates of Queen 
| Helen | | 
Sino, A Cunnirg Grecian, fo Zealous for the Service of his King, that 
he Cut off his Lips, and Ears, and Noſe, difmembering his own Face, 
being left bound in Irons, unde: the Belly of the Wooden Horſe, to 
be thereby the better enabled, from the ſight of ſu: h barbarous Suf- 
 _ Frrings, to rende himſelf the unſuſpected object of their Pit, to the 
Tyejan Spectators; from thence by hi- arcful Tears, and moving Elo- 
quence, to inſinuate himſelf into thei: eaſy belief, as to perſuade 
thera to draw the Horſe within the City of Trey. 


WOME N. 


Hel-n. King Menelaw's Wife, and Miſtreſs to Paris. | 
Cafſordre. A Virgin Daughter of King Priam, an Exalted Cha:aQer of 
Fiery and Vertue, inſpired by the Gods with the t ue Spirit of Pro- 

phecy, yet never believed; a Vehement P oſe utor of Faru and He- 
un, ſor their Lewd and Wi. ked Lives, and Foretelling the Deſtrudtion 
of Troy, a a Vengean e hanging over their Heads, fox theit impious 
and harden'd Adulrer\, b | 

Pen. The Gode(s of Lyve, a Patroneſs to Paris aud Helen. a 


; 
* 


numerou- T\2in of Trojan Mob, Sp:Qators of the Wooden Hoi ſe, 
and Actors through the Þ ay. 3 \ 
/ Nine Pe ſans dreſt in Cold for States In Diaxa's Temple. 


ine Prieft- and Priefteſlcs of Diana 
en Perſon richly dreſt, and R=tinue of P, and Helen | 
| Twenty-rwo Offi ers, Guards and Trumpers, the Attendant of King 
| Nenelaw. In the whole Fifty-thiee Perſons dreſt, teiides rhe Attors 
ndnd Lan. ers in the Play, | „ 
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The Curtain is drawn up, and diſcovers Ki ing Menelaus, u- 
| lyſſes, Attendants and Gnards. 
King. 
Erer were Wrongs like mine! an impious wite; 
Ide pleaſure once, now Torment of my Lite. 
Why in his Crime: do's ſtill th' Adulterer reign? 


And why for ten long Years have I in vain : 
*Gainſt Troy's proud Walls my feeble Ven- 


geance puſht. 
Ulyſ. Droop not, great Sir, for ten Years Labour loſt, 

When a few Days now ſeal the Fate of T3 roy. 

Look forwards, Sir, to that prodigious Engine 

of [Of Troy's Deſtrugtion, that tall Wooden Horſe 

We have prepar'd, in whoſe dark Womb of Fate, 

Five hundred generous Volunteers all wait, 

All at one ſtroke to give the fatal Blow. 

Fear not Succeſs, 

King. No; wiſe Ulyſſes, no. 

When thy great Hand's the Royal Engineer, 

Tis by iuch Pilots I to Glory ſteer. 

Ulyſ. Conſider, Sir, har managing Hand T've bond 


o move this raſt Machine; the Honeſt Sinon: 
Man fo hearty in your Royal Cauſe, 


mg hat he has diſmember'd even his very Face, 


ot off his Lips and Noſe, and torn his Eyes ont, 
0 8 himſelf the ObjeR of their Pity. 
B C 


6 The Siege of TROY. 
That by his moving Looks and artſul Tears 
He may ſo lull the Credulous Trojan, Ears 
To draw that fatal Horſe within their Walls. 
King. Now Fate, curſt Troy, for thy Deſtruckion calls. 
Revenge, Oh! dear Revenge, guide my keen Sword 
To the Adultrovs Helen's canker'd Heart, 
And Oh! trill give me more Divine Delight, 
Than ai! he Raptaves of her Bridal Night. 
T Our Army thus retired, drawn off from Troy, 
Think what Securi y do their kuſht Fears enjoy. 
* XK Thusfarour Piot ſucceeds; this falſe Retreat we make; 
On!y to come with greater Vengeance back, (Exeunt. 
g | SCENE II. WE a 
Enter Briſtle, a Cobler, ard bis Wife. 

B. ft. I tell you once for all, you ſhall not go. 

Nie. Not go to ſee the great Horſe the Grecians have left 

behind em. 
.. To be Hors'd your ſelf, ye Jade: What, becauſe the 
Cret ians have left a Wooden Horſe b. hiad 'em, and are all 
m-1ch'd off like Aﬀes themſelves, you muſt be galloping a- 
mong the Mob, muſt ye, to fee Sights with a Pox to you: 
Get ye home to your Wheel and Spin, or Il ſo mawl ye. 

Wife. Spin! Ay, 'twas a curſed hard Thread ſpun--when 
I Marry d ſuch a Cobling Rogue; a Rogue that Back-beats 
me, and Belly-ſtarves me too, a fribling, ſneaking, fumbling 
Rogue that has got me but one Child in 20 Years, and gives 
m but three Meals a Day to keep Life and Soul together. 

hr. Here's an Impudent Sows-baby. | ; | 

W. Well, Iam reſolv'd | will go abroad, and ſee this ſight, 
though the Devil ſtay at home and piſs out the Fire, 

Br. Will you >! Then Pmreſolved I'll give your Whores 
| Hig» ſich a lick of Styrup Leather, till I make your own De- 
vilſhip piſs it out. | | 

FW. Help, help, Murder. 
Within. Hizzah, huzzah. | wie 
Enter Mob. PT | 
1, Ab. ) ſpeakingy The Horſe, the Horſe, the Horſe. 
24 Mb. ba bee Greeks, the Greeks, the Greeks. 
3d Alob. ther, All run, tun, run. e 
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Al. Ay, ay, let our Neighbour Briſtie ſpeak firſt. 
Br. Then mark me, good F alle we are all going to ſee: 


this great Horſe, 


ly and Decently in roaring geod Order, as thoſe Civil 


Tom your Leader. 


the Nation, I am the King's Head Cobler. 14 


The Siege f TIRO TI. 
Br. Hold, hold, hold Neighbours. Let one Man ſpeak at 
p N 1 


— — ia 


> — oO OY * — 2405s. Inv acks_ Gd we; wu? 


All. Ay, ay, the Horſe, the Horſe, 


Br. Look ye then Neighbours, let us then march Sober⸗ 
Gentlemen, call'd the Mob, ſhould do; and Pil be Captain 


1. Mob. You our Leader! Why who are you ? x 
Br. Who am I Fack Sawſe? Why, I am the ſecond Man in 


1 am the Man that put ſuch a a ſtout pair of Soles upon the | 
King's laſt Neatleather Shoes, that he has kickt the whole | 


. Bar barous indeed, if ye knew al}, 
4 Mob. And to ſo pretty a Creature. * 
2 Oh Lord, Sir, pretty? Y 
3 Mob. So pretty that | muſt make bold. (Xiſfſs her. 
V. Now Bleſſings on the Honey ſweet Eyes of you, dear 
Sir. Oh this ungatural Brute of a Husband, has he no 
Conſcience in him, then to keep me lockt up at home, when 
there are ſuch kind Gentlemen, and {ſuch ſweet Comforts 
abroad in the World, | ; (Extant. 


The Scene opens and diſcovers Paris and Velen, fronting the Audience, ri. 
ding in @ Triumphant Chariot, drawn by two White Elephants, mannted | 
by rwo Pages in embreider'd Liverics. - The fide Meng. are. ten Elephants 
more, bearing on, their Backs open Caſtles, umbraged with Canopies of © 
Gold; the ten Caſiles fl a with ten Perſons richly dreſt, the Retinue of 
Paris; and on the Elephants Necks ride ten more Pages in the like rich || 
Dreſ;. Beyond and over the Chariot, is ſeen a V. fee of tbe Cuty of Troy, | 
on th: Walls of - which, fland ſeveral Trumpeter: ſeen bebm und 1wer 1% 
Head of Pa is, who ſound at the opening of the Scene, Pes 
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8 The Siege of TROY. + | 
| + Paris. Whilſt the Fair Helen in theſe Arms I twine, 
' Theſe Sweets, and all this beauteous Treaſure mine; 
| Ten ſmiling Years Crown'd with my vaſt Delight, 
Have been but one continued Nuptial Night. | 
| Helen. Oh Paris, for thy Love. what have [done ! 
| What Storms have I pnild down? What Dangers run? 
Aſia and Europe wak'd with Wars Alarms, | 

Set Kingdoms in a Blaze, and the whole World in Arms. 


Par. Bot now thoſe Wars are done, and 8 Invincible. 


Yes. my Fair Life, the Coward Greeks are fled: 

| And leave me Lord of Thee, | 
And now when the ticꝰd World's long Diſcords ceaſe, 
Well tune our Trumps of War, to Songs of Peace. 
Where Hector drag'd in Blood, [I'll drive around 
The Walls of Troy with Love, and Lawrels Crown'd. 

Enter Caſſandra. 

C. Oh Paris, Paris, all this pageant Pride, 

And that triumphant Sorcereſs by thy ſide! | 

What Banners can hardfronted Sin diſplay, p 


When vile Adultery adorn'd fo gay, 3 

| Dares front the Light, and ſhame the Bluſhing Dey? 

Hel. Oh my dear Paris, is that Schreichowl here! 

Will that eternal Torturer never leave us? 

| Caf. No, black Adultreſs, cloſe, as thy dark Fate, I fol- 

And loud as thy own crying Guilt, I come (low thee, 

To e cho thine, and Tyroy's approaching Doom, 
Vet, headlong Paris, ſtop thy mad Career, 

And to the Voice of Fate unlock thy Ear. 

Hear Heav'n and me. Not three ſhort Suns ſhall riſe, 

E're burning Troy one heap of Ruine lies. 

Par. Vain Preaching Fool More Dreams, more Viſions 

More Tales of Stars and Fate, my Ears to fill: (till, 

Will empty Noiſe and Nonſence never ceaſe, 
nd thy wild Frenzy never give me Peace? 

| Caf. Peace Paris, no; with all thy Load of Sin, 

oft Peace and Thou, muſt never meet agen, 

War everlaſting War, the Batt'ling World, 

And angry Gods with all the Bolts of Fate, 

Blood, Fire and Sword for thy DeſtruQion wait. 
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The Siege of TROY. 
n Troy's one blazing Heap, one funeral Urn, 
halt Thou and thy Adultrous Minion barn, | | 
Par. No more, bold Infolent, Fll hear no more, 
Po not provoke my Vengeance thus to dare | 
ith thy vile Breath profane this Heavenly Fair; 
For if thou doſt, by all the Pow'rs I ſwear, 
drive my Chariot o'er thy trampled Head, 
Peneath my rowling Wheels, I'll cruſh thee Dead. - 
Ca. Yes, thou ſhalt hear no more, Laſcivious Boy, 
tain to thy Blood, from Thee the Fate of Troy, 
hy bluſhing Siſter takes her weeping Eyes, ; 
lot from thy Threats, but from thy Shame ſhe flies. (Exit. 
Par. Hark, what Celeſtial Muſick's this I hear ! 
Venus deſcends in a Chariot drawn by two Swans. 
e, ſee Love's Goddeſs from her Heay'nly Sphere, 
right Venus dreſt in her divineſt Ray, | 
 Weſcends to grace the Triumphs of this Day. 
Ven. Yes, Pars, Lord of the Fair Helens Charms, 
gave that darling Beauty to thy Arms, 
nd will preſerve her there. 
cure for ever thy rich Prize enjoy ; 
o envious Cloud ſhall your fair Peace deſtroy, 
| ſhine the Guardian Deiry of Troy. 
Par. Oh J am loſt ia Raptures, this high Grace! 
t where's my Vaſſals ? Where's my waiting Train? 
ck, quick ye Slaves, for Goodneſs ſo Divine, 
yn all your Ayres, your Songs of Triumph joyn. 
Ten Rich F gures n the Caſtles of the Elephants, addreſi themſehues to ths 
Goddeſs, with this following piece of Muſick in Chorus, 
S O N G. 
Ail Beauteous Goddeſs all Divine, 
Our uprais'd Eyes and Hearts all thine, 
To Love to pray, 
To Love we kneel, | ; 
Thy Pow'r we own, 7 
Thy Dart: we feel, 
To thy bright ſway, thy Soveraign Throne, 
Wor ſuppli ant Mortals bend alone 
To the Blind God, thy Boy and Thee. 


Even Jove, Almighty Jove, here bows a Knee, ACT. 


| 


* * 
„ Y , W. 


The Scene opent, and in a Wood without the Hals of Troy, appears the Tro. 

[| jan Horſe, being a Figure of that Magnitude, that tu 17 Hot 51g b tothe 

tep of ba Rack, The whole Figure magnificently adorn'd with all the Tray 

pine, Furn'tureof a War Hoſe, {ct off with rich Gildings, Plume: of Fes. 
th-r , 2nd all other ſuitable Decor ations. He 

Under hu Het ties Simon, with a mangled Face all bloody, his Neſe cut of, 


bib Eyes ous, & bound In tron. . 
| | | Enter Mob. . 
A 
Boys, Huzzib. 


Y, ay, here tis. Here's the Wonder of Grece, 


and the Honcur of Troy, All our own, 
1 Ab. Well, I never ſaw ſcch a ſight in all my Born 
Days, | | 
2 Mb. Ay, Neighbour, tis a wonderful Beaſt, that's cer: 
tain. | 5 
Capt. Br. Beaſt! Udzooks, have a care what you ſay! 
Cu ſoch a Noble Ci eature Beaſt! Why *cis enough to make 
him up with his Wooden Leg and kick your Guts out. 
| 
| 
| 


, 


2 Mob. 1 vow and ſwear, Captain, *twas tefoce I was 
aware; but I beg the Horſe's Princely Pardon, aad I am 
his Highneſſes moſt humble Servant. 

2 5 Enter Mrs. Briſtle. By 

2 Mob. And how doſt thou like this Noble Palfrey ? 

Wife. Oh wondtous ! Tis a delicate fine Beauſhap'd Crea- 

tore. Ah, that had a Coach and fix ſuch Horſes, what a 
topping Counteſs ſhou'd I make. 1 
Capt. And are you got hither, with a Vengeance to you! 
Wife. Ay my Dear, and all the reaſon in the World 
Now this Noble Troop of Jrojans have made you their Cap 
tain, I cov'd do no leſe, my Dear, for thy Honour, then bring 
my ſweet Face hither, to ſnow em the Captain's Lady. 
5 | [Sinon graan 
Capt. Who's that groans? [Sn n groans again 
1 Aub. Look, lock there, what's he all gaſn d with Biood 
and Wounds, that lies in Chains beneath the Horſes Feet ! 
Al. Let's unbiad hyp, anbiad him. (They 9 
1 , 0 ' ts 3461, 1.348468 
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The Siege of FROY. 11 
Enter Ulyſſes diſpnis'd. l 


his Shape ſecures me. 2. 
Tro. 2 Mob, What are you, Friend? C To Simon. 
e h Sinon. A Man, Sir, and a gratef l one. 
Fr. Whilſt on my Knees I thank the generous Hands 
Fe. ¶ That have unloos'd my Cl:ains. | 


Mob. Who bound thee? 
Sinon. Villains. eo 

Mob. What Villains? 

Sinon. Cowardly ones. The Coward Greeks, 
"cce,F They who durſt face no more the Walls of Troy; 
WD, But are all run | | 
| 24. Run, whither? 

Sinon. To the Devil, I hope. 


Durſt bind an Innocent Wretch, load me with ran 


Ard ga h me thus with all theſe hideous Wounds, 
The natvial Marks of Cowardiſe, Barbarity, 
Mob. Ay, poor Man; they were a pack of wicked 
Rogues that did all this. : te 
Wife. Ay, and wicked Whores too, Neighbour, if the 
Truth were known. r e 
Sinon. Oh lend your pitying Ear to a poor bleeding Martyr. 
For one poor harmleſs Word, one flight Offence, 
The Tyrant King of ”rcece, has given me all wy 
a Theſe hideous Bran s, for which 1 owe him Death. 
Tt II Curſes and Thunder blaſt him. 1 
Wife. Ay, Friend, You do well to ſay your Prayers back- 


thus unmercifully ß? 
Singn. The Tyrant Menelaw.”  - 


Capt, Hark you, Neighbours. Look ye, this Fellow well 
Whither they run. 
' 2 ob. A very good thought. 


& Greek himſelf. Vi, 


Dh Now *tis my Hour to mix amongſt the Crowd, | 


Wife. Ah Neighoour, what a ſweet Face is there ſpoibd 2 


wards for him. And was it King Aenelaus that uſed you 
Wife. Ayr tis like him. M- oldRogue is juſt ſach another. 


manag'd, may give us full light and diſcovery ; why the 
Greek: are run, and when they run, and how they run, and 


3, Mob. Ay, Nable Capt. But who dares truſt kim? he's 


—_—— 
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Uh. Not truſt him, Gentlemen! Who dares not trull 
him ? What tho? a Grecian Born, with that torn-Face, 2 
all thoſe gaping Wounds, he's too much loaded wii O. 


Wrongs and Miſeries to ſerve ſuch Maſters now. - . hy 
Capt. Adad he's i th' right. or 
RM 3 A True 7 rojan | warrant him, He talks like hoy 
acle III! 
Wife. Ay, a very pretty | Fellow, only his Beard's a Titel hi 
too long. 


Capt. Then, look ye; we'll ask him two or three wif e 
Queſtions, And then carry him to King Priam to be Exa rh 
min'd. Pray Friens, why did the Grecians leave this Horſcet 


behind em We 

Sinon. The Gods that warn'd em from the Siege of Tre 0 
Commanded em to leave this Monument, is 
A Pledge of Peace not to return in Arms, And 


|' - 2 Mob. This Monument we'll have drawn into the Gy 

| _ Ay, ay, into the City, into the City. 

| „Hold, hold a little; Hew will you get it there? 

3 The ates are all too low. 7 
| 3 Mob. Ay, Pox © the Devil, all all too low. 

| 1 Mob. All pndone, all ruin d. 

| 2 Mob. The whole Show ſpoil'd, we ſhall never get it in. 
| All. Oh never, never, never! . 

Dh. What all amort, my honeſtFriends and Countrymen, 
Not leadthis Trophy of the Trojan Glory 

4 Into fair 7 roy's proud City; caule the Gates 

Are only Arch'd too low! Let not that ſtop ye, 

Pull down the Walls, and give it Entrance there. 

Al. Pull down the Walls, 4 
Ulyſ. Ay, Gentlemen, make a wide Breach, if poſlivle 
Large as your own great Souls; the Walls pull down, - 

And have it drawn in Triumph thro' the Town. 
1 Mob. Do ye hear that, Noble Captain? ä | 

Capt, Ay, Pox ont, I do hear it, What a Dunce of 8 

Dog am I that I could not think of this? | 
2 Mob. And what ſhall we do now, Captain ? 

W Do! why pull down the Walls, pull down the 
1 

Al. Ay, pull down the Walls, Vozzah. (Exeunt. 
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e, d * 5% IG The Scene ſhuts. _ RO 
| wif 9% Now Vengeance moves ſecure, Now impious Paris, 
hy Mother's fatal Dream when thou wert Born 

hat from her Womb ſhe. had a Firebrand torn, 
hould ſet all Troy in Flames, ſhall be tulfilPd, 
Al ſeal'd with Fate Tr:y ſhall in Flames expire 

his Arm, and thy hot Luſt ſhall light the Fire, (Exir, 

Enter Caſſandra alone. ba SJ. 

Caſſ. Why was I born Troy's Virgin Oracle? 
: ExaFh' impending Fate of Empire to foretel, 

HorſFet never be believ'd Yer at the laſt 

Pre beg'd the Gods a Miracle to perform. 
Tr. No more then Paris, his deaf Ears Pll ſtorm, | | | 

is Nobler Senſes now I will ſurprize, 

And preach bright Reaſoa to his bliaded Eyes. (Exit. 


like 
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The Scene opens and diſcovers the Temple of Diana, being 4 
magnificent Structure richly adorn d, the Capitals, Urns, Ce- 
ſeents, Feſtoons, and other carv'd Work, all gilt, conſiſting of N 
ten pieces of Paint ing, in each of which, in a large Nych in | 
each Front of theſe Paintin s, are ſeen ten States of the H:a- | 
it in. hen Gods, viz. Jupiter, z — Pallas, Apollo, Neptune, 
Thetis, Mars, Venus, Ceres and Mercury, each Figure near ji 
five Foot high, and alt gilt. In the back of the Stage, in the 
Centre of the Temple, is a rich Altar-picce, bearing 3 Nyches 
in the Walls, in the midalt of w:'ich on a Pedeſtal 18 Inches 
high, ſtands a young Woman dreft in Cloth of Gold, repre» * | 
eating the Statne of Diana, bolding. a Hunting Spear in her N 
Aand; and on two other Pedeſt als of the ſame height on each 


Hand of her, ſtand two more young Wom:n, in the like Gol- | 
den Habit, repreſenting two of hor Nympls, cach with a Bo 
and a Quiver, Nr el eee | 
of 3 er this Altar piece, aud beyond the Fiew of the Temple, are i 
©} ſeen three beautiful Circles of Clouds» and on the Back Scens | 
beyond them in a ſerene Haven, is ſeen Diana drjving in 4 [7 
Chariot drawn by two Hinds. | | 


Eno 


| ot 
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| F 


| | Emer 4 « Proceſſo of Pri and Prieſteſſes in Veftmants, adaro 


with Silver Creſcents, 


Vocal Maſich. 


Cynthia, Soveres | 
Fo all thy V afſal 5 — 


Mere thy eleſti al Glorie: 4 
To Thee, to Thee. 

We bend a Knee, 
Our Song of Triumph thine. 


Enter Paris and Helen. Their Trains born up by 12 Pager. 


Par. Since Troy's Deliverance at Dianas Shrine, 
Io pay your Rites Divine, 
as brought you here. 

This ſa red Song with that Attraction draws, 

That take our Knees join'd in this hallow'd Cauſe. 

| 1 Prieſt. If our reſounding Song of Triumph calls 
| Buch Princely Heads to grace bur Sacred Walls. 

| Raiſe, raiſe your Airs, if poſſible, yet higher; 

| When ſuch Illuſtrious Glory 3 joins the Chcir. 


/ | £ * 1 Proceſſion begins again. 


- Bright Cynthia to ou ſalemm Vows | \ 
| 1 Thy Gracious Ear incline, | 
| ' * Behold wo leſs than Princely Bros 


Our ſolemn Off rings joyn. 
Foes are run, 


4 Dur Fears are dane; | 
The Greeks are fled, and Troy”, s our em.. 7% 


Eurer | Callandra. | 


*  Helev, Ha] do I ſee that perſecuting Face! | 
- Brings ſhe new Loads of Scandal; new Diſgrace 
To throw on my fair Fame! 


WE. 
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Cheſe Sacred Watt will bear no Inſult here. 35 
oh Cafſ: Oh Paris, what miſtaken Piety 

as brought thee here] Canſt thou who bend ſt a | Rave 
E. impious Love, t. unchaſte and Ii ole deute? 


to Dian, join her Virgin Choire. 
. What brings thee here! {hon gaveſt thy word Nahe 
That I ſhou'd hear that croaking Voice no more. 


Caf. And PI] perform my word, I come not now 
To ceurt thy Ears, 


zut to convert thy Eyes. 

The Gods have given me Pow'r to uf a Miracle. 

eeſt thou thoſe Glittering Statues of the Deities, 

n all their ſhining Robes of Gold array'd? 

er. | Par. Yes, all too bright for thy weak blaſt to ſhade. 
Caſſ. Thoſe radiant Forms, if poſſible to ſable, 

- Dark as thy Crimes, Pl] at one Breath transform, 

nd hang Jon ſmiling Sktes, with all the Flames of Hell. 


ere Caſſandra moves ber Wand, and in the tminkling of an Eye, 
th: Ten Golden Statues, in the Painting, arc all turn d to 
black, and the three Figures on the Pedeſtalt are likew ſe ſtrips 
of their Cloth of Gold, and all dreſt in Black : and the whole 
Vi * of the Heavens is changed to a flaming Hell. 


Now Paris, ſince thou haſt lent ſo deaf an Ear 
540 my Oractes of Truth, ſee there, 
Win you believe your Eyes? 
Pay. My Eyes. 
Caſſ. Yes, Infidel, 
vill all thoſe dreadful ſights convince you? 
Pay. Sights What Sights'? 

C. That hideous, that amazing Scene. 
Par. Caffaudra, What does this diſtraction moan ? 
Caſſ. The very Gods, their Heads in Sable ſhrow'd, 
nd yon bright Skies in one Jofernal Cloud; 
rapt round with Horreur, mourn the face of Trey. 
Par. What Clouds, What Sabie ? 

CA. Look, look, there blind Boy. 


ace Par "Siſter, Mad, Fooliſh, Wrerched, „ thougtleſs thing, 
C > 0 
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To idle Miracles, make no more Pretence. 

1 prithee rave no more; learn to talk Senſe, 

Baut kneel, Oh kneel, and beg the pitying Gods 

[ To pardon thee this impious Profanation ; 

Enough to make their very Images 

| { Whoſe ſhining Beams our dazled Eyes behold, 

It poſſible bluſh throogh their burniſht Gold 

I 0 hear thee talk thus wildly, 

1 ca. Then thou ſeeſt not 

Von diſmal Transformation? 

| Par. Transformation ! 3 

l˖ ſee thee all Transform d. Thou that wert born 

A Princeſs, Heir to all that ſnau'd adorn 
The Courts of Kings, with Royal Reaſon Crown'd. 

But Oh! thy whole fair Senſes loſt and Drowu'd, 

Thou'rt in thy mad Fant iſtick Frenzy hurld, 

A Roving Lunatick round the wander'd World. 
Caſſ. Oh what Confuſion ſtrikes my ſtartled Ear! 

Ard do you reverend Men ſee nothing there, 

No Change in that high Roof. 

» Prieſt. A Change in Thee | : 

We ſee with pity. Thy loſt Wits we ſee. 

.. C:f. Now I am loſt; The louring Deſtinies 

Are only viſible to theſe poor Eyes. 

And walk in Clouds to all the world beſide. 

Now mourn Caſſandra, thy loſt Country mourn, 

In Vain my helpleſs Hand her Fate wou'd turn. 

Oh Paris, thou muſt bleed, and Troy muſt burn, (Excunt. 
Hl. Now my dear Love I am for ever thine. | 
Par. Yes, my fair Life, whilſt yon bright Beams divine, 


And all thoſe Golden Gods our Guardians ſhine, (Excant.: 


AC? 


1% 


ACT III. 


The Scene open and diſcovers the Town of Troy, conſifing of 
ten Pieces of Uniform Painting, 45 enting a Street of Mag- 


nificent Buildings, terminating with a double Wall of the City, 
and over the wall is ſeen an upper Town. In the Center, of this 
ftands the Horſe, who Ladders ſlip out, and immediately near 


forty Soldiers with their Officers, woe our © the _ W mM 


Horſe, all with their drawn Swords. © 


1ſt. Of. Nen the great Work Grams on. The Tra 


Throats 
Will now a cheap and eaſie price be found, 


In their dead Sleep, lie cloſe, till the great Signa”s, gixen; 


The King and all the Army wa © without, | 

To ſecond the great Blow we muſt begin, 1110 
Returning by the Nights protecting Shade, . 
Entring that Breach the Trojan Hands have made. 


Enter Mob - drunk. 


4 Mcb. Well Captain, we havea tory rery Night 0 * 
. Ay Neighbour, the Noble Prince Paris has made all 
* onduits in the Town piſs Claret, and give ſuch Feaſt- 


ſting and Toping, and Fidling and Roaring, till we are 


ail Princes as great as himſelf. 
all, Ay, ay, + all Princes, all Princes. | 
Capt. Oh Neighbours here are rare Days come on. Now 


the Wars are done, and Peace and Plenty are pouring in 


upon us, we ſhalt have no Trade but t Eating and Drinking; 


we ball have fix halpenny Loaves for a Fa. and ere- 


ry Pint- pot ſhall hold a Gollon. 
2 Mob. But are you ſurs theſe Bleſſed Days are a coming. 


Ct. 
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Capt. Sure! why I have Prince P aris's own Dn for't. 
3 Fah. And we may take his word; for h#s a jyrucious 


good Prince. 
Cap. And we his Loyal and Obellient Subjects aſter his 


own pious Example, walk uprightly ang. live ſoberly. and 
ace all drunk for Joy. : ; | 


5 Seeds * 
; 


„ : + 8 
arenen Enter 
A | | 
| bi 


_ Wiſe, AF, there ay! 2X JE Tom, anc and Ca Capt. Sv | Ho 
14 Pox on hi „now maſt I play the Mypoc — 
|! home to Bed. If 1 dont, I am fure l Tl wall have but a fou D. 
Load of Garbidge of him to morrow Morning. Have I found 
thee ray-Deary ? well, my Dear, thou haſt made a merry} 
Night ont. But come; Chicken, * tis paſt Midnight, and} 
| 1 let's home to Bed. 
Cet. Ant, go like à poor Dog to Bed with my own 
Wife! No, Huſſey, Vde have you know, Ilie keep a Whore 
like Prince Paris, 2 Whore, you Bitch, 

Wife. A Whore! Ay, ay, thou ſhalt keep a Whore. Thou || f 
ſhalt keep me. my Dear, and ſo prithee go home to Bed. 

4 Mob. Ay, noble Captain, take her good Counſel, *Tis [| 
high fleeping Time, and fo let's all home to Bed. | 
| my” 15 you ſo? 


40 19 re home let's be jog gine, 


There take tot he- Noggin, 5 5 þ 
Be Drink both without and within Door; E 
2 '4 | pack's' Mad Fellows, * f | 1 


W:'l burn, burn the Bellomt, 
And throw the whole Houſe out v 2 Mien, 


The Scene opens and d. 2 overs the Town mijthou the n . 


Forer King, Ulyſſes, Grecians, Guards and Atrend.nts, all with 
Van Swords in one Hand, avallightned Flambeaus in the aber. 


K. Now Vengeznce thon'rt my own. Now i ;impiour Troy, 
Thy Fall draws on. Burn, Raviſh, and Deſtroy , 
Heap Files of Flae through ev'ry Flaming Street. 


Upf.. 
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h And ſheath your Swords in all the Throats'youmeet, 

R. Spare neither Age nor Sex. Gi 

h. No Shrines nor nor Temples fave, 

Make all one Crimſon, and one blazing Grave. 
K. Full both with Fire and Swoad that Vengeance down, 

Till Tro ſhall ev'n at once both burn and drown. 

Think how you build th' Adultrous Helen's Urn, 

Hot as her Luſt, her Funeral Pile ſnou'd burn. 


During the Commend: given by the King, the Soldiers run up 


and down the Streets ſcemingiy ſetting the Town on Fire, whilſt 
near forty Windows or Portholes in tue ſeveral Painting all at- 


pear on Fire, the Flames catching'from Houſe to Houſe, and all + 


perform'd by Iluminativations rad Tranfparent Painting ſeen 
ſcatter d thro' the Scenes, both in the Upper and Lower Ton. 
| | (Exeunt, 


Here enter ſeveral Trojans in various and diſirated poſtures 
the Flaming Streets, purſued by the Grecians, other Grecians 
running away with Toung Women in ther Arme, all with ſeve- 

ral Shrieks and Cries, &c. 


Enter Paris. 


Par. Oh theſe dread Flames, Jove pours his wrathful Fire, 
Againſt poor Troy, both Men and Fates conſpire. 
But Fire and Sword fall with an eaſy weighr, 
I've loſt my Helen; there's my ſtroke of Fate. 


Enter Caffandra, 


C. Now Unheliever, fee thoſe blczing Rulias. 
D 
Caf. Behold thy Count ather, rothers, Troy, 

All all thy bleeding Vietims fee their fall, TP 

And trembling at thy own; their burniag Graves 

Not half ſe hot as thy lofernal Fires. „ 

Par. I dare not ſee that Face; lt ſtrikes a bluſh <———— 

Ca. If thou canſt bluſh, bluſh to the Gods, not me. 

What tho? the black Adulterer, yet thou art MY 

A Brother ſtill, and I've a Siſters Heart. 


DINE: Par, 
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20 The Siege of TROY 
Far. O: Divine Goodneſs! now I am loſt indeed. 
Tis through this only Wound my Soul cou'd bleed. 

Caſſ. Farewel, prepare to Die, thou haſt not Three 
Repenting Minutes left *twixt Death and Thee. 
Forſdok by all the World, and only mourn'd by me. ( 4 

Par. Thou Oracle of Fate, to thy great Doom I how, 
Nat * by Death, il meet him now. (Exit, 


Enter King, Ulyſſes and Guards. . 


Tin. hora out my blazing Vengeance; burn ſo bright, 
Till the pale Stars of the Immortal Night, $ 


Shrink in their leads at thy Diviner Light. 


2 Enter Paris. 
nA, F 
ar. Where is the Fate I'd meet? _ | | 
Ling. Traytor, *tis here. 
Par. I know that Face too well. 
Ling. And this keen Steel : 
Shall know thy Heart as well. 
. Hold, Sir, diſgrace not 
e Royal Sword with ſuch polluted Blood: 
An Axe, a Scaffold and a Hangman's hand, 5 
Beſt fit fo vile a Traytor's Execution. 
King. Unkind Ulyſſes, woulſt thou rob my Glory, 


His Death, and hy this Arm of Juſtice given. 


No, Faris, meet thy Fate, and from this hand, 

Let publick Scaffolds meaner Heads demand, _ 
Thooglythy Soul's blacker then Perdition, Kin 

Thou haſt /riam's Royal Blood thy Veins to fill, 

That only Claim does for this Vengeance call. 8 
Thou'rt born a Prince, and by a King ſhall fall. 
Thus to thy Heart. | 
Tar. O King. thos haſt aim'd too Fell. 

King. Vain Werl, a I ME $ wore Vain, fond Lore 
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Helen Enters above. 


Fllen. My Paris dead! On this fad Object fixt, 


Eyes look your laſt, tis Helen's Fate comes rect. 


King. Ha! Seize the Traitreſs, bring her tomy Vengeances 


Bring her alive, for Wheels, and Racks, and Tortures; 

Whole Years of Death. 

Hel. No, I defy thy Pow'r; 

Here I am ſafe, within this Flaming Tow'r. 

I ſee what Fate does my dear Pari, ſhare : 

For him I liv'd, for him alone was Fair. 

And ſince my Joys in his cold Urn lie Dead, 

Theſe curling Flames ſhall be my laſt warm ged. 

Look up then to this ſhinir.g Bed of Fire; 

And ſee the Phenix of tbe world expire. (Leaps down into 
King. She has bravely ſcap'd me. he Fire. 
Ulyſſ. Yes, when thus ſhe fell, | 

She has perform'd, Great Sir, an ill Part well. 

King. *Tis done, *tis done, this brace of Traitors ſlain 


This one Night's Joy rewards my ten Years Pain, (Excunt, 


(Scene ſhits. 
Enter Capt. Tom, ard Three of the Aob. 


Capt, And are we ſure we are all al ve, Neighbours. 
T1 Mob. Me hope we, are. 


Capt. Hope! Alas hopes are all deceitful. For we that | 


are here were all living Men but Yeſterday, and who knows 
but we ſball find our ſelves all knockt oth' Head to Mor- 
row Morning, as ſoon as we are awake. 


| 2 Meb: Truly like enough. Ard vert 1 hope we are got 
a little out of harms way; out o. the Walls of that Miſe- 


rable Town of Slaughter. | 
3 Mob. Ay. Miſerable indeed ; for never was ſuch Fire 


and Sword work ever ſcen. Ah Capr. our poor Neigh-_ 


bour Stitch the Taylor, ] ſaw him drop? 
Cart. And how did he drop? 
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|} yet his Needle could not ſecure his Head; his Brains were 


3 Alob. And then there's that honeſt true Fitcher- man 


aà Van would deſire to part withal. 


2 Mob. Why, twas no longer ago than Yother Night, Ia! 


* The Siege of TROY. 
3 M6. Oh ſtrangely, very ſtrangaly. Though the good 
Man was as honeſt a poor Taylor as any in the Kingdom, 


knockt out. 
Capt. Alas poor Stitch. | 


Ralph Horſenail the Farmer ; he poor honeſt Man had his} 7 


Head cut off. | t. 
Capt. Had his Head cut off! And hoy did the poor Fel- 
Jow look after his Head was cut off? I warrant ye very 


ſneepiſhly. 4h, Neighbours, to have ones Head cut off, 


3 Mob. Ay. Capt. as you ſay. the poor Fellow was a 
little daſht at it; but the honeſt Lad had the good fortune 


is enough to put any Man out of Countenance, THEY 7 


to catch his Head before it fell, and is bringing it under his 


Arm, as faſt as his weak Legs can bear him, to deſire his! 


. good Friend, Capt. Briſtie, to lend him an Awl and a Cob- IV 


lers End to ſtitch it on again, | 
Capt. Stitch it on again! Alas I am quite broke; my ITI 
E ds and my Awls and my whole Stall burnt down. Nay, [ Ar 
n y poor Wife's burnt. too, M have loſt as good a Wife as 
1 Mob. The poor Caſſandra has been a true Propheteſs, | 
2 Mob. Ay, and I might have been a Prophet too, if I 
had thought onꝰt. I am ſure I have ſeen Signs and Tokens I pr 
enough to rogngſticate, Sad Times, diſmal Times, an 
Capt. What Signs and Tokens? 
as I was at Supper in the Chimney corner, a whole Family 
of Swallows that had occupied the Tenement theſe ten 4 
Years fell down Neſt and all, into the Porridge- Pot, and 
quite ſpcyPd the Broth, i © 
Capt. Oh Wondrous! The Fate of Troy to a Tittle. 
Down fell the Neſt of Swallows? Down falls the City of 
Troy. And where was this fall but in the Chimney, all in 
Fire and Smoke. Troy, Troy again exactly. Then into 
what did they fall but the Porridge-Pot? And how many 
thouſand poor Families have all this Night went to Pot, as 
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adſt thou been an honeſt Man, and a true Subject, and | 
rent and told the King this prodigious Warning-plece, 


It had been enough to have open'd his Eyes to the Nations 


danger, and have ſay'd the Town, and all our Lives. 


The Scene . opens and diſcovers a Grove, terminating with 4 
Trizmphal Arch, with two Figures of Fame hangi/ig beneath 
the Arch; and beyond the Arch, over a Tarras Walk, is T 
4 Beautiful Garden of ſix ſide Wings adorn'd with Statues, 
and ending in a Viſto of Garden-work, 7 
and all his Grecians and Guards ap- 
pearing by him. = we | 


The King, Ulyſſes, 


Mob, Where are we now? | 
King. Stop your deſtroying Hands, your Swords all ſheath, 
We have had enough of Ruin, Fire and Death. 
For you, poor Wretches, you've ſeverely felt - 
The Arm of Vengeance, for your Princes Guilt; 
And do deferve our Pit. 5 
King. Here I have finiſht my Revenge. Enjoy 
Your Lives and Liberties, go and rebuild your Troy. 
Mob. Fozzah. 4 | 3 
Capt. of the Mob. Hark ye, Friend, (Speaking to a Grecian) 
pray tell your King from me, he's a very civil Gentleman; 
and ſince he's ſo humbly Graciaus, . P 88 build our 
Town again, ſtrike up Fiddles, we'll give him a Song and 
a Dance at parting, ' | "I's ” 


— 


An Entertainment of ſeveral Dialogues and Dates After which 
the King and the reſt come forward, and Wiyſſes ſpeaks, 


DH. Ladies, ſet Helen's Fate before your Eyes 
A Virtnous Bed, and Husband's Love to prize. 
One wanton, her Unchaſt Deſires t enjoy; 

Pull'd down ber own, and the whole Fate of Troy. 
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TOW 75 tle Hundreds 1 we Come ex pended? mire 
| tan cer gern a Southwark Hage Were, 
X's hepe your Cen j ous Tuvoavs 70 obtain, 
And all this Coft is not lay d out in vain; _ 
Z,. ꝙou are fl:a,*d our Morol F liy ſhall take; x ay 
Ex Pai. * Smiles, 2 the a You m. K.. 
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